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Author's Notes: 
Came out of my thought-storage and through Sav, so that it seems like this belongs to him. No dialogue, no 


real plot, only thoughts, thoughts.. Feel free to tell me if you happen to fall asleep half-way through (luckily, 
it\'s not long). :) On to the fic. 


Fata Moregaena ‘fa ta mOr'g na, - ‘gan Ə (n) a mirage consisting of multiple images, as of cliffs and 
buildings, that are distorted and magnified to resemble elaborate castles. 


Sav doesn't mourn over Steve like he is supposed to. Or at least out of the same reasons. Or at least up to a 


point. 


I's not that he isn't sorry he's never gonna talk to his friend again, or that Steve himself will never again be 


able to taste life as it is known to humans. He tries to believe Steve is in a better place. 
It's more of an artistic sorrow. 


There's only a certain amount of time one remembers the other person completely. It may be years before 


you forget everything but their face; it may be years before you start forgetting them at all 
But eventually, they always fade away. 


First you can't remember what they looked like when they were upset or thrilled. The crinkles around their 
eyes when they laughed. The way their gums used to appear when they were really tearing from laughter. 


Then you catch yourself trying to recall what their hands looked like. The shape of nails usually disappears 
first. 


Then you begin losing memory of their voice. It's still there, but yet.. Far away. On the other side of a wall of 


sorts. 

Then your mental image - along with the traits of their character - starts melting and molding to the 
memories of other people. You trust their stories and laugh along, remembering only faint scents of the 
situations. 

Faint smells of the person. 

And in moments when you confess the mirror image of the emperor's new clothes to yourself - because the 
others might as well be lying as good as you are - you're angry. Disappointed. Incredulous. Not only a bit 
ashamed. 

And its not like you can go visit the person and get assaulted by the same sensations again 

Their traces are gone for good. 

The photos only make it worse. They are like a house of cards; perfect on the outside, empty on the inside. 
You spent such a big portion of your life by that person's side, so why cant you remember them? 


What's taking so much space in your brain that the important things are getting taped over? 


Once enough time passes, only the crust remains. No spices. Like when you're sick and your nose is clogged, so 


you can't sense the food, only spot and swallow it by instinct. Quite like that... Only worse. 


Sav doesn't want to forget. 
It's not fair to forget. 


He believes he's likely not the only one thinking of such things. Joe most certainly ponders too. Sav has known 
him for too long to pass it by him. 


But Joe won't talk. 
He falls apart when he's alone. Probably chews his fingertips when no one is looking. 


Sav doesn't want to mourn. It wouldn't be fair to do so while you're the one who's shamelessly burying that 


person deeper and deeper. You can't pretend. 
So he goes over to Joe and interrupts whatever he's doing - it isn't important anyway. 


"Come." He drags him away from the meaningless things and makes sure to be as close as possible - the 


memories may get stronger. 


"Let's talk about Steve." 


